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L IALOGUE 


Betwixt the 


| Devil and the Whigs. 


= Wo Now, Reader, tell me, it you Can, 
[ Which is-the Devil, who the Man ; 

al For iſ a Tekelite be a Turk, 

ws; INN both do (All) the Devils hte: 


E have purſu'd why Plots "EM didft invent, 

And made our Parties in a Parliament, 

And: to no purpoſe, what can we do more ; 

Thou ler fl the Tories in, yet keep'ſt the Door. 
Decoil. 

When ought doth not fucceed you firſt blame Me, 

xAmongſt your ſelves Ye never did agree : 

Your W ;ſe-falſe-brethren tiave undone your Cauſe, 

And from no Subjefts, ſlav'd youto the Laws. 
Whigs. 

, We know' no Laws bur thoſe our Selves do make; 

nd Hanging ne're confeſs (All) for Thy ſake: 

LE | Gt know ft what we have done, and more would do, 

[/ Bur dealſt wich us, as Witches, leav'ft us ſo. 

[ Dervil. 

] My Power is to Incliue, not to Compell, 

You are the Miniſters to A& for Hell ; 

But do not ſend me thole I did expect, 

® Through your baſe mag: or * Foul $ neglect. 
Whigs.  » 

Can We do more than Thou ; We kill'd a K IN G, 

And his Beſt Subje&s did to Judgement bring : 

We ſent them hence, when they were under Ground; 

We thought all Fleſh, was 1n the Deyil's Pound. 
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Dervil: 


[2] 

De-vll. 
You ſpeak as you believe , were it not ſo 
Thouſands of you might unto Heaven go ; 
But Your Aſſociation with Me | 
Will keep us Friends to all Eternity, 
And never be reproach'd for Perjury. 


Thou the firſt Rebel, ughoft us to Rebell, 
Surely Thou need'ſt no Company in Hell. 
Thou ſhamd'ſt Us in Contriving of this Phot, 
That GOD himſelf would overſee the Blot, 
Becauſe that in his Name it was Begot, 
|  Dewil. 
There is a Bard as ſtrange as is his Name, 
A Power you know not, who hath rais'd his Fame, 
*Tis He, whoſe Wildom Countermin'd your Arts, 
And on your ſelves return'd your poylon'd Darts. 
Whig. 
That Devil 0bſervator, Oh tis He 
We would not ſee (G OD) in His Company : 
Our very Thoughts, He feem'd to know ſo well, 
They were in Print, before th' were known in Hell, 
| | Devil. 
His Demon circles Him , I cannot Kill 
Nor Hurt Him , ſo much as to ſhake his Quill, 
He Writes ſuch Truths, and Speaks ſuch Sacred Things, 
The Churches Champion, and the Guard of Kings. 
Wh; 


19. Cn - | 
Though Thou Confeſs, Thos canft not yet Repent - 
No more than We ; Then down when we are ſent, 7 
There curſe the Fates, who ſpin ſo long His Thread, 
That He will live, to ſee our Children Dead. 

Decull, 
Take Comfort yet, the Blood that Tou harve ſilt, 
| No former Age can paralel your Guzlt. 

I did corrupt the Mobile of Heaven. 
You did the like on Earth, now We are eveu, 


This Kindnefs I will do ; Over my Furies, 
I'll make You Preſidents, Judges, or Jurtes. 
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